LA FOLIE DE Nietzsche 
On January 3, 1889, fifty years ago, Nietzsche succumbed to madness: 


on the piazza Carlo-Alberto, in Turin, he threw himself sobbing on the neck 
of a beaten horse, then he collapsed; he believed, when he awoke, to be 
DIONYSOS or 


CRUCIFIED HIM. 

This event 

must be commemorated as a tragedy. | 

“When what is alive, Zarathustra had said, commands itself, 
what is alive must 

atone for his authority and be Judge, avenger and 

VICTIM 

of its own laws. » 


We want to commemorate a tragic event and we are now here, supported by 
life. The starry sky stretches above our heads and the earth turns under our 
feet. Life is in our body but in our body is also death (even from afar a man 
can always feel the coming of the last gasps). Above us, the day will 
succeed 4 the night, the night to the day. However. we speak, we speak 
loudly, without even knowing what these beings that we are are. And of him 
who does not speak according to the rules of language, the reasonable men 
that we ought to be assure him that he is mad. 


We ourselves are afraid of going crazy and we observe the rules with great 
concern. Moreover, the irregularities of madmen are classified and are 
repeated with such monotony that an extreme boredom emerges. The 
unattractiveness of the demented guarantees seriousness and 
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men that we ought to be assure him that he is mad. 
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rules with great concern. Moreover, the irregularities of 
madmen are classified and are repeated with such 
monotony that an extreme boredom emerges. The 
unattractiveness of the demented Suarantees seriousness 
and the severity of logic. However, the philosopher is 
perhaps in his discourse a "mirror of the empty sky" more 
unfaithful than the madman and, in this case, Shouldn't 
everything be blown up? 


This question cannot be taken seriously, since wise, it 
would immediately cease to have any meaning. However, 
it is resolutely foreign to the spirit of the joke. For it is also 
necessary that we know the Sweat of anguish. Under what 
pretext not to be embarrassed to the point of sweating? The 
absence of sweat is much more unfaithful than the jokes of 
the sweater. The one called wise is the philosopher but he 
does not exist independently of a group of men. This set is 
made up of a few philosophers who tear each other apart 
and a crowd, inert or agitated, who ignore them. 


At this point, those who sweat collide in the darkness with 
those who see turbulent history make clear the meaning of 
human life. For it is true that through history crowds 
exterminating each other give consequences to the 
incompatibility of philosophies - in the form of dialogues 
that are carnage. 


But completion is as much a Struggle as birth, and beyond 
completion and combat, what else is there but death? 
Beyond the words that endlessly destroy each other, what 
is there other than a silence that will make you So crazy 
from sweating and laughing? 


But if the whole of men — or more Simply their integral 
existence — WERE INCARNATED in a single being — 
Obviously as solitary and as abandoned as the whole — the 
head of 'INCARNATE would be the place of an 
inappeasable combat — and if violent that sooner or later it 
would be shattered. For it is difficult to see to what degree 
of storm or unleashing would come the visions of this 
incarnate, Who would Nave to see God but at the same 
moment kill him, then become God himself but only to rush 
immediately into a nothingness: he would then find himself 
aman so devoid of meaning than the first passer-by, but 
deprived of any possibility of rest. 


He could not, in fact, content himself with thinking and 
speaking, because an inner necessity would compel him to 


live what he thinks and what he says. An incarnated fellow 
would thus experience such great freedom that no 
language would suffice to reproduce its movement (and no 
more than others the dialectic). Only human thought thus 
incarnated would become a feast whose intoxication and 
license would be no less unleashed than the feeling of 
tragedy and anguish. This entails recognizing — with no 
escape left — that the “incarnate man” should alSo SO mad. 


How violently the Earth would spin in his head! How he 
would be crucified! How bacchanal he would be (behind 
those who would be afraid to see his...)! But how solitary 
Caesar would become, all-oowerful and So Sacred that a 
man could no longer divine him without bursting into tears. 


Supposing that..., how would God not become ill to 
discover before him his reasonable impotence to know 
madness? 


(January 3, 1939). 


But it is not enough to express a violent movement in this 
way: the sentences would be the betrayal of the primary 
impulse if they were not linked to the desires and decisions 
which are their living reason for being. 


Now it is easy to see that a representation of madness at 
the top cannot receive any direct consequence: no one can 
voluntarily destroy in himself the apparatus of expression 
which links him to his fellows—like a bone to other bones. 
bone, A Blake proverb says that if others hadn't been mad, 
we Should be. Madness cannot be thrown out of human 
integrality, which could not be accomplished without the 
madman. Nietzsche going mad — in our place — thus 
made this wholeness possible; and the madmen who lost 
their minds before him could not have done so with such 
brilliance. But can the gift that a man makes of his madness 
and his fellows be accepted by them without that it be 
returned with wear and tear? And if it is not the unreason of 


the one who receives the madness of another as a royal 
gift, what Could be the counterpart? 


There is another proverb: He who desires but does not act 
feeds pestilence. 


Undoubtedly, the highest degree of pestilence is reached 
when the expression of desire is confused with action. 


For if aman begins to follow a violent impulse, the fact that 
he expresses means that he gives up following it at least 
during the time of the expression. The expression demands 
that we substitute for passion the external sign which 
figures it. He who expresses himself must therefore pass 
from the glowing sphere of the passions to the relatively 
cold and drowsy sphere of signs. In the presence of the 
thing expressed, one must therefore always ask oneself if 
the one who expresses it is not preparing himself for a 
deep sleep. Such an interrogation must be conducted with 
unfailing rigor. 


He who has once understood that only madness can 
accomplish man, is thus brought lucidly to choose—not 
between madness and reason—but between the imposture 
of "a nightmare justifying snoring" and the will to to 
command oneself and to conquer. No betrayal of what he 
has discovered of shards and tears at the top will strike him 
as more hateful than Vart's mock delusions. For if it is true 
that he must become the victim of his own laws, if it is true 
that the fulfillment of his destiny requires his destruction - 


consequently if madness or death have in his eyes the 
brilliance of a feast — the very love of life and of destiny 
wants him to first Commit in himself the crime of authority 
which he will expiate. This is what the fate to which a 
feeling of extreme luck binds him requires. 


Proceeding thus first of all from delirium powerless to 
power — just as he will have in the outcome of his life to 


proceed in return from power to Some collapse, Sudden or 
slow — his years will no longer be able to pass without in 
search — impersonal — of strength. In the moment when 
the whole of life appeared to him linked to the tragedy that 
accomplishes it, he was able to see how much this 
revelation risks weakening. I) was able to see around him 
those who approach the secret - who thus represent the 
true "salt" or the "meanings" of the earth - abandon 
themselves to the dissolute sleep of literature or art. The 
fate of human existence thus appeared to him to be linked 
to a small number of beings deprived of all possibility of 
power. For some men carry within themselves much more 
than, in their moral decay, they do not believe: when the 
crowd around them and those who represent it enslave 
everything they touch to necessity. He who has formed 
himself to the extreme in the meditation of tragedy will 
therefore have to - instead of taking pleasure in the 
"Symbolic expression" of the forces that tear - teach the 
consequence to those who resemble him. He must, by his 
stubbornness and his firmness, lead them to organize 
themselves, to stop being, compared to the fascists and the 
Christians, rags despised by their adversaries. 


Because it is their responsibility to impose luck on the 
mass of those who demand a servile way of life from all 
men: luck, that is to say what they are but abdicate for lack 
of will. 


THE THREAT OF WAR 


There are difficult circumstances only for those who shrink 
from the grave. 


SAINT-JUST. 


It is not useless to Oppose the denials of Some or the 
loopholes of others with a small number of unequivocal 
affirmations. 


1. Fighting is the same as life. The value of a man depends 
on his aggressive strength. 


2. A "living" man imagines death as what accomplishes life: 
he does not regard it as a misfortune. On the other hand, a 
man who does not have the strength to Sive his death a 
tonic value is something "dead". 


3. If we propose to go to the end of human destiny, it is 
impossible to remain alone, we must form a true Church, 
we must claim a "Spiritual DOWer" and constitute a force 
Capable of development. 


and @influence. In the present circumstances, Such a 
Church would have to accept and even desire the Combat 
in which it would affirm its existence. 


But it Should relate it essentially to its own interests, that is, 
to the conditions of a "fulfillment" of human possibilities. 


4. War Cannot be reduced to an expression and means of 
development of some ideology, even warmongering: on 
the contrary, ideologies are reduced to the role of means of 
Combat. A war transcends on all sides the "words" 


which are pronounced contradictorily on its occasion. 


5 Fascism slavishly subordinates all value to struggle and 
work. The fate of the Church that we define should be 
linked to values that are neither military nor economic: 
there would be no difference for her between existing and 
fighting a closed system of servitude. It would nevertheless 
remain foreign to the national interest or to big democratic 
WOIds. 


6. The values of this Church should be of the same order 
as the traditional evaluations which place the Tragedy at 
the top: independently of the political results, it is 
impossible to regard a descent of the human universe into 
hell as meaningless. But of what is infernal it Should only 
be possible to speak discreetly, without depression and 
without bravado. 


THE PRACTICE OF JOY IN THE FACE OF DEATH 
All this I am, I want to be: 
At the same time dove, snake and pig. NIETZSCHE. 


When a human being finds himself placed in such a way 
that the world is reflected in him happily and without 
causing destruction or suffering - as on a beautiful spring 
morming - he can let himself go to enchantment or to simple 
joy. which results from it, But he can also perceive at the 
same moment the heaviness and the vain concern for 
empty rest that this bliss signifies. At that moment what 
rises cruelly within him is comparable to a bird of prey 
Slaughtering a smaller bird in a seemingly peaceful and 
Clear blue sky. He perceives that he Could not accomplish 
life without abandoning himself to an inexorable movement, 
the violence of which he feels exerting itself on the most 
closed of himself with a rigor which frightens him, If he 
turns towards other beings , which do not go beyond bliss, 
he does not feel hatred, on the contrary he feels sympathy 
for necessary happiness; it only comes up against those 
who themselves claim to accomplish life and who play a 


harmless comedy to be recognized as those who 
accomplish, when they are only those who speak 
@accomplishment. But it is desirable that he should not 
then be seized with vertigo. Because dizziness risks 
throwing him away quickly, exhausted & a concern for 
happy leisure or, failing that, for a life without suffering, Or, if 
he does not succumb and if he tears himself to the end in a 
frightened rush, he enters in death in such a way that there 
is nothing more terrible. Happy only is he who, having 
experienced vertigo to the point of trembling in all his 
bones and no longer measuring anything of his fall, 
suddenly finds the unexpected power to make a 


her agony a joy capable of chilling and transfiguring those 
who meet her. 


However, the only ambition that can seize hold of a man 
who, in cold blood, watches life fulfill itself in heartbreak 
within him cannot lay claim to a greatness that only 
extreme luck has the strength to dispose of. This kind of 
violent decision which throws him out of rest does not 
necessarily lead to his vertigo or his fall into a hasty death. 
It can become in him an act and a power by which he 
devotes himself to the rigor whose movement ceaselessly 
closes Sharper than the beak of Bucket-bird of prey. 


Contemplation is only the expanse, sometimes calm and 
sometimes stormy, Through which the rapid force of its 
action must be put to the test Some time or other. The 
mystical existence of one whose "joy in the face of death" 
has become interior violence Can in NO way encounter a 
satisfying beatitude by itself, comparable to that of the 
Christian giving himself the foretaste of eternity. The 
mystery of joy in the face of death cannot be regarded as 
tracked in the sense that it is in | 


to laugh in all lightness at every human possibility and to 
know every accessible enchantment: however the totality 
of life — ecstatic contemplation and lucid knowledge 


accomplished in an action which cannot fail to become 
risky — is just aS inexorably his lot as death is his lot. 


@a condemned, 


The following texts cannot alone constitute an initiation 4 
Vevercice of a mystique of "joy in the face of death". 
Admitting that there may exist a method, they do not even 
represent an element of it. Oral initiation being itself difficult, 
it is impossible to give in a few pages anything other than 
the most vague representation of what is elusive by nature. 
Taken as a whole, these writings moreover represent less 
revelations, strictly speaking, than simple descriptions of a 
contemplative state or of an ecstatic contemplation. 


These descriptions Could not even be admissible if they 
were not given for what they are, that is to Say, as if free. 
Only the text that comes first could, if necessary, be offered 
as an exercise, There is reason to use the word mystical 
about "joy in the face of death" 


and its practice, but that only signifies an emotional 
resemblance between this practice and that of the religious 
of the Asia or Europe. There is no reason to link some 
presupposition on a so-called profound reality & a joy 
which has no other object than immediate life. “Joy in the 
face of death” 


belongs only to him for whom there is no beyond; it is the 
only way of intellectual probity that the search for ecstasy 
can follow. 


How else could a beyond, how God or anything like it & 
God still be acceptable? No term is clear enough to express 
the happy contempt of those who “dance with the time that 
kills them” for those who take refuge in the expectation of 
eternal bliss. This sort of fearful Sanctity - which first of all 
had to be sheltered from erotic excesses - has now lost all 


its power: there is nothing left but to laugh at a sacred 
intoxication that went with a "holy" 


horror of debauchery, Prudishness is perhaps salutary to 
the unwelcome: however, he who would be afraid of naked 
girls and whiskey would have little to do with "joy in the 
face of death". 


It is a shameless, immodest holiness, which alone leads to 
a fairly happy loss of self, "Joy in the face of death" means 
that life can be magnified from the root to the top, It 
deprives all that is at the top of meaning. of the intellectual 
or moral, substance, God, immutable order or salvation, 
She is an apotheosis of what is perishable, apotheosis of 
the flesh and of alcohol as well as of the trances of 
mysticism. The religious forms that it rediscovers are the 
naive forms that preceded the intrusion of servile morality: 
it renews this sort of tragic jubilation that man “is” as soon 
as he stops behaving like a cripple; to glory in necessary 
work and to allow oneself to be emasculated by the fear of 
tomorrow, “I abandon myself to peace until annihilation, 
The sounds of struggle are lost in death like rivers in the 
sea, like the brilliance of stars in the night. 


The power of combat is accomplished in the silence of all 
action. 


»» | enter into peace as into an Obscure unknown. “I fall into 
this dark unknown. “I myself become this Obscure stranger., 
“1 AM joy in the face of death. 


Joy in the face of death carries me. Joy in the face of death 
rushes me. Joy in the face of death annihilates me, I remain 
in this annihilation and, from there, I imagine nature as a 
play of forces that expresses itself in a multiplied and 
incessant agony. 


I thus slowly lose myself in an unintelligible and bottomless 
space. 


» Reach the bottom of the worlds 

“Iam eaten away by death 

“lam consumed by fever 

"I'm absorbed in the dark space 

> | am annihilated in joy in the face of death. 


The depth of the sky, the lost Space is joy in the face of 
death: everything is deeply cracked. 


J picture the Earth spinning dizzily 
in the sky. 
I imagine the sky itself sliding, turning and losing itself. 


The sun, comparable to alcohol, spinning and bursting out 
of breath. 


The depth of the sky like a riot of icy light losing itself. 


"All that exists destroying, consuming and dying, each 
moment occurring only in the annihilation-17 


ment of that which precedes and existing itself only injured 
4 dead. Myself constantly destroying and consuming 
myself in myself in a great feast of blood, “I picture to 
myself the frozen instant of my own death (1).” 


(1) One night, in a dream, X. feels struck by lightning: he 
understands that he is dying and he is immediately 
miraculously dazzled and transfigured; & this moment of his 
dream, he reaches Vinespéré but he wakes up. 


“] fix a point in front of me and I represent this point to 
myself as the Seometric locus of all existence and all unity, 


of all separation and all anguish, of all unfulfilled desire and 
all possible death. 


Vadhere At this point and a deep love for what is at this 
point burns me to the point of refusing to be alive for any 
other reason than for what is there, for this point which, 
being together life and death of being beloved, has the 
brilliance of a Cataract. 


And at the same time, it is necessary to strip what is 14 of 
all its external representations, until it is nothing more than 
pure violence, an interiority, a pure interior fall into an 
unlimited abyss: this point endlessly absorbing all the 
Cataract into what is in it nothingness, that is to say, 
disappeared, "past", and in the same movement endlessly 
prostituting a sudden appearance. love that wants in vain to 
grasp what is going to cease to be. 


The impossibility of gratification in love is a guide to the 
accomplishing leap at the same time as it is the nullification 
of all possible illusion. » 


<a 


“If | represent myself in a vision and in a halo which 
transfigures it the ecstatic and exhausted face of a dying 
being, what radiates from this face illuminates the cloud of 
the sky with its necessity, whose gray glow then becomes 
more penetrating than that of the sun itself. In this 
representation, death appears of the same nature as the 
light which illuminates, insofar as the latter is lost from its 
focus: it appears that no less loss than death is needed for 
the brilliance of life crosses and transfigures dull existence, 
since it is only its free uprooting that becomes in me the 
power of life and time. Thus I cease to be something other 
than the mirror of death in the same way that the universe 
is only the mirror of light. » 


6. Heraclitean meditation, “| MYSELF AM THE WAR. 


] imagine a human movement and excitement whose 
possibilities are limitless: this movement and this 
excitement can only be appeased by wet. 


l imagine the gift of infinite suffering, of blood and open 
bodies, 4 image of an ejaculation, so crushing the one it 
Shakes and abandoning him 4 an exhaustion loaded with 
nausea. 


| imagine the Earth projected into space, like a woman 
screaming with her head in flames, Before the terrestrial 
world whose summer and winter order the agony of all that 
is alive, before a universe Composed of innumerable stars 
which turn, lose themselves and are consumed without 
measure, | See only a succession of cruel solendors whose 
very movement demands that I die; this death is only the 
dazzling Consumption of all that was, the joy of existing of 
all that comes into the world; even my own life demands 
that everything that exists, everywhere, Sives itself up and 
ceaselessly annihilates itself. 


I picture myself covered in blood, broken but transfigured 
and attuned to the world, both as prey and as a jawbone of 
TIME which ceaselessly killS and is ceaselessly killed. 
There are explosives everywhere which may soon blind 
my eyes. | laugh if I think those eyes linger 4 ask for items 
that don't destroy them. » 
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